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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

WHITE 

Purple mountains — oh, purple and blue — 

Rippling under the sky; 

And against them, nearer and brighter, 

The many-colored trees, 

With tasseled boughs uplifted, 

And flowery young leaves. 

And before me, trailing down the slope, 

The dogwood, like a snow-nymph, 

Leads the filmy-robed Spring. 



THE OAK 

The old oak lets fall its crimson leave 

Tiny fuzzy leaves, 

Drooping, shivering, 

Tender as a babe new-born. 

The hard old oak, 

Brother of the wind, 

Friend of storms, 

Shakes out young leaves like a thin pale veil 

Of rose and mauve, 

That shades the sun for him, 

And fluttering, flickering, 

Softens the breeze. 
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Is it a new, new world, 

That rosy baby leaves — 

So tender ! — 

Should droop from the brown old oak? 

A new, new world? 

AZALEAS 

Spread them wide, 
Lovely ladies, 
Spread your skirts wide. 
Pink and white — 
Oh, fair and chaste! — 
Flutter down the mountain, 
Rest in the wood. 
Gold and red fire — 
Oh, eager and warm! — 
Gather in the hollows, 
Shine in the shade. 

Come in rings, 
Come in crowds! 
Storm the shy coverts 
And the gloomy glades! 
The sun will fish for you 
Through the pine-tops; 
The rain will jewel you 
As you dance in the wind. 
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